CHAPTER IX

JOSEPHINE

PETER recovered from influenza with great speed, and
in a few days we were allowed to go down to the seashore
to bathe. A little later, another visit to the dentist was
arranged without difficulty, and of course we took our
luncheon at the Maritza.

It was a shabby little restaurant, we found, with
few patrons and many flies. I asked the diminutive,
stooping, bespectacled waiter how he could serve an
omelette.

" In the English way/* he answered smartly.

" Good. Is your name Themistocle ? "

"Yes."

" You know a friend of mine," I said, with my eyes still
on the menu.

" What do you want ? " he asked, bustling about with
plates and cutlery.

" A place to hide. An omelette au beurre, bread, butter,
cafe-au-lait, anything you like. I'm ready to pay well
for what you can give us."

"Did she send you?"

"Yes."

Themistocle's eyes gleamed behind his thick glasses. He
went away to give his orders.

After a minute I said I was going to the lavatory, A
sentry made a half-hearted attempt to follow me, but
remained at the back-door of the restaurant I found
Themistocle in a passage near the kitchen.